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with much chance of success. This, doubtless, is
why almost all imaginative literature which is
founded upon the darker parts of life, all squalid
and painful tragedy, all stories that " don't end well/'
all religious experiences, all that is not superficial
and romantic, was irksome to him. He tried some-
times to reconcile his mind to the consideration of
real life ; he concentrated his matchless powers on
it; but he always disliked it. He could persuade
himself to be partly just to Ibsen or Hardy or
Dostoieffsky, but what he really enjoyed was Dumas
pert, because that fertile romance-writer rose serene
above the phenomena of actual human experience.
We have seen more of this type in English literature
than the Continental nations have in theirs, but even
we have seen no instance of its strength and weak-
ness so eminent as Andrew Lang. He was the fairy
in our midst, the wonder-working, incorporeal, and
tricksy fay of letters, who paid for all his wonderful
gifts and charms by being not quite a man of like
passions with the rest of us. In some verses which
he scribbled to R.L.S. and threw away, twenty years
ago, he acknowledged this unearthly character,
and, speaking of the depredations of his kin, he
said :

Faith, they might steal me, w? ma

And, kerfd 1 ony Fairy hilt,

Pd lay me down there^ mod and stilly

*Iheir land to win ;
For, man> F^e malstly had my fill

0' this world's din.